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A "MUST" FOR ALL MODEL BUILDERS, 
the big, new 144-page book 



CAL SMITH on 

MODEL BUILDING 




All veteran model builders know 
Cal Smith as one of the country's 
leading authorities on model building. 
As a writer, designer, illustrator ond 
winning contestant, Cal Smith packs over 
fifteen years of expert modeling into the 
most complete book of its type ever published. 
His book MODEL BUILDING will appeal to c 
beginners because of the simple, to-the-point 
approach. Seasoned hobbyists will also treasure this 
book because of the advanced designs, facts and figures a: 
hundreds of drawings and photographs. For the best guide 
in model building see CAL SMITH on MODEL BUILDING . . . 




at your local newsstand 754 



If your news dealer connot supply you, order by moil. S«nd to 
FAWCETT BOOKS, Dept. C-6, Greenwich, Connecticut. Ordr - r 139 
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LURE OF THE CONGO 



By John Worth 



A CRASH of thunder ripped down the 
Belgian Congo sky, chasing lightning 
bolts. Beneath the jungle screen, under the 
blasts of wind, the three men moved painfully 
forward while around them small animals scur- 
ried before the storm in a frenzy of fear, The 
two white men alertly carried their holster 
guns, while Bembo, the native guide, led the 
horse loaded with supplies. 

"Dirty weather, M'sieu Harding," Henri 
Prousson said. "Not a day for good hunting." 

"Nobody asked you to come along," Mark 
Harding grumbjed. "I could have made all the 
arrangements, paid the natives to convoy my 
bag back to Leopoldville." 

"It is the law of the province, M'sieu," 
Prousson said patiently. "All white visitors to 
this part of the Congo must be accompanied 
by an officer of the Belgian civil authority, as 
well as a guide. Allow me to assure you it is 
necessary. We are surrounded on al! sides not 
only by terrible wild animals, but savage tribes 
who obey only this . . ." He touched the metal 
shield on his khaki shirt. "Had it been I -who 
was called upon to issue you a hunting permit 
this late in the season back in Leopoldville, I 
would have refused. It is foolish, M'sieu, to 
hunt at this time." 

"True, I've never had a chance at jungle . 
game before." Harding admitted. Then he 
smiled. "But, after all, Prousson, I've hunted 
big game in Northwestern Canada in all sea- 
sons. A real sportsman takes his chances. 
That's the fun of going after the bigger stuff. 
You have to fight everything to get it — nature, 
weather, hostile natives*. . ." 

Prousson ^shrugged. "You're welcome," he 
said. A sudden blast of wind nearly upset 
him. Again the thunder roared. 

"This shouldn't last much longer," Harding 
said, looking critically at the sky. 

"True," Prousson said, and glanced at his 
watch. "We're nearing the last village before 
the hunting grounds — the kraal of Andula. 
We can rest there for the night." 

Harding shouted ahead to the stumbling 
Bembo. "Off to the right there, Bembo!" ' 
Bembo looked back, nodded and disappeared 



between two trees, leading the horse off the 
trail. 

i "Where did he go?" Prousson said, suddenly. 

F "He disappeared! He's lost!" Harding shout- 
ed over the slowly dying wind. He listened 
carefully. 

With the Belgian following him, Harding 
skirted several fallen logs, jumped a small 
diteh and came out into a clearing. Ahead, 
Bembo beckoned them on. 

The wind freshened abruptly. 

Just then the packhorse reared. The two 
white men heard the abrupt, sharp report of a 
giant tree snapping in the wind, then the rip- 
ping, tearing sound of its slow, majestic fall. 

"Bembo!" Harding screamed. "Get out of the 
way! Don't you know better than to get to the 
windward side of a Munda palm?" 

-Bembo glanced up, saw the toppling crown 
of the palm coming down on him. He tried to 
move, but froze in his tracks! 

Then Prousson sprang forward, knocking 
him breathless out of the juggernaut's path 
and jumped aside. The ground shook as the 
enormous trunk hif the ground and bounced. 
The shock knocked Prousson groggy. 

When he came to, Harding was laving his 
forehead with cool jungle mud. There was the 
taste of blood in his mouth, of blood trickling 
down the side of his face. 

"A branch caught you," Harding explained. 
"Bembo and the horse are okay." He helped 
Prousson get to his feet. 

"Good thing Andula's not far off," he said, 
putting Prousson's arm around his shoulder. 
"We'll be there shortly." 

With Bembo and the packhorse leading, it 
wasn't long before they came within sight ot 
the stockade of the Andula Kraal. By this 
time, Prousson had recovered his balance. He 
adjusted a crude bandage over his forehead. 

"Can we obtain food here?" Harding asked. 
"No use using up our own supplies if we don't 
have to." 

*I think so." Prousson said. "This kraal** 
chief is friendly." 

Harding glanced about worriedly. "Too bad 
we can't go on, even now," he said impatiently 
(PUatt turn 10 *txt fag*} 
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"Ttoece I« plenty of time," Prettison said 
dryly. "Yen will get your hunting." 

N«*t morning, ifttr having spent the night 
In the chief'* hut, they started out. 

"The chief told me lions had been sighted 
yesterday toward the east," Prousson said. 

"We'd better go northeast," Harding said 
shortly. "I like to stalk my prey. It's too easy 
■when you know exactly where they are. We'll 
circle round." 

Prousson shrugged his shoulders. "Have it 
your way, M'sieu. But just remember. I've ad- 
vised caution. And thus far . . ," he pointed to 
his bandaged forehead, "I'm the only casualty." 
With a wry smile, he walked forward. 

At noon they halted to eat, then resumed 
their march, coming out of the jungle screen 
into rocky country, with cliffs rising jaggedly 
and gorges falling away into stony defiles. 

"This it not lion country," Prousson ob- 
served, it last. "Lions like the tall grass, M'sieu 
Harding. You will not find them among cliffs 
and gorges." 

"I'm the hunter," Harding observed. "We'll 
go on," 

As the hours drew on, Harding took the 
lead. He led them, finally, into a shallow gorge. 
The way down was difficult for the horse. Bem- 
bo helped it to its feet from time to time after 
it fell, sprawling on the slippery rocks. 

At the further end, Harding halted abruptly. 
"You have found a lion?" Prousson asked, 
smiling slightly. 

Harding moved back a little. "This is as far 
*s we go, my Belgian friend." he said. 

"I rather imagined so," Prousson said dryly. 

Harding glanced at him a moment. Then, 
nonchalantly, he drew his gun, covering Bembo 
and Prousson. 

"You will remain quiet, not moving," he 
said with deadly intent. Then, keeping his gun 
trained on both men, he backed toward the 
nearer wall of the gorge. A hole in the rock 
wall was there, partly hidden by vines. Hard- 
ing thrust his hand far into it, grinned gj he 
fplt around and drew out a large, leather, 
thong-tied bag. 

"This Eg my big ol game. Prous^m" he ga id 
ironically, "A bag of diamonds, You see, I've 
been here before— before the w a! - broke out, 
There was a party of four of us, hunting 
diamonds. We found a lot, Prousson. On the 
way back, I killed the other three." Harding 



grinned. "I had an objection to share and share 
alike. Unfortunately, I fell ill of a jungle 
fever, managed to hide the diamonds in this 
cave before I lost consciousness." 

"You recovered, I see," Prousson said, acidly. 
"Natives found me, carried me, delirious, to 
the coast. I tried to return, but the war had al- 
ready begun." Harding shrugged, pausing, 
"and the Congo borders were closed. I waited 
my chance until now, posed as a hunter — as 
you know. Unfortunately for you, Prousson, 
and Bembo there, there was a law, the one that 
sent you along to protect me. Protect me!" 
He broke off, laughing. "You fool, you might 
have lived if you'd stayed behind. But now, 
there's too much of value involved for you to 
remain alive." 

"Yes, I rather thought there was, all along," 
Prousson said,. With a lightning gesture he 
snatched ? pistol from his back pocket, levelled 
it at Harding. Harding gasped, pressed the 
trigger of his own pistol, There was a click- 
nothing more! 

"That's why I took the precaution of empty- 
ing your gun last night," Prousson waved his 
own. "I thought something was wrong, when 
you showed knowledge of the Congo— after 
saying you'd never visited Africa before. You 
knew how dangerous the Munda palm is in a 
high wind — when you reproved Bembo for 
walking near a big. brittle one. You even be- 
trayed a knowledge of Bembo's obscure dia- 
lect, for. when he shouted directions after dis- 
appearing from sight, you knew from what he 
said just where he was!" Prousson smiled. "Of 
course, you were in a hurry to get to your 
diamonds. And people in a hurry, often forget 
discretion !" 

"You— you let me go on, then, knowing?" 
Harding demanded. 
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iT DID." Prousson said, grimly. He hefted 
the bag of diamonds. "I have my own 
duty to the Belgian Congo— for these belong 
to it, now." He turned to Bembo. "Tie Mr. 
Harding on the horse. Bembo." he said. "Mr. 
Harding has an appointment with (he constabu- 
lary pit Le opoldvUle. 1 mad? ii. for him las! 
nighi when I arranged will, the chief at Ami"! 
Kraal 10 carry a message back there indicating 
that Mr. Harding was hunting something a 
little more valuable and probably considerably 
less legal than bi£ game!" 

THE END 
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I CAN'T UNDERSTAND WWY I 
ACTEP LKE T-HATi BUT OWE TWlNG 
IS CERTAIN ....I AM RETURI 
TO THE CIRCUS. -.AND I'LL NEVER 
LOSE CONTROL OF 
f/tt STRENGTH 




ErATesT... f SOODBVE i IT 

>r WAS A LUCKV 

SO LONcSr \ THING FOR ME "THAT 
SKIPPER i I YOU CAME ALONG; 
SEE YOU / NVOKA .... BUT I 
BACK IN J SUE6S I'M NOT THE 
THE \ FiRST ONE TO SAY 
STATES ■ I THAT.,. OR THE LAST 




WILD LIFE QUIZ 



©*ffwE TAPIRiWHICH LOOKS 
LIKE NO OTHER ANIMAL, 
IS A LEFT OVER FROM 
THE DAYS OF THE 
EARLIEST MAMMAL. 

JWlE JpkLSE 

S^E HYENA'5 .PROMT LEGS. ^/ 
SRE LONGER THAN IT5 /<SWj 

hind legs. C^imr- 

@<EpHE TURTLE IS PART OF 
THE REPTILE FAMILY. 




_^?ALSE_ 



(£) 'flfHE WEASEL IS ONE 
^ OF THE FOREST'S ^MfflK 
SOUNDEST SLEEPERS. ^>*-*%^ 
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(5) tfTHE AFRICAN CRGCODl— 
w IS NOT A MAN-EATER. TS&j! 
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